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To all the loyal hearts who long
To keep our English Empire whole! To all our noble sons, the strong
New England of the Southern Pole! To England under Indian skies,
To those dark millions of her realm! To Canada whom we love and prize,
Whatever statesman hold the helm, Hands all round !    God the traitor's hope confound! To the great cause of Freedom drink, my friends, And the great name of England round and round.